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Summary 


The scarf the seamstress makes a week from the equinox, in a year that means nothing to 
those living in it, is meant for the coming festivities. Its rich blue is pocked by a black, 
embroidered edge. There are hints of gold that the seamstress is quite proud of; little suns and 
stars, like she’s taken the galaxy and wound it up in thread. 


Or: 


A short piece on Alina's scarf, its loss, and the person who steals it away. 


Notes 


Did not intend to get invested in this show. Binged it in one night. Am now stuck in a hole. 
Please enjoy this entirely-serious piece about Alina's scarf and the journey it goes on. 


(Happy belated birthday, pure) 


See the end of the work for more notes 


I. The Scarf and Who Made It 


Keramzin sings a song of dusty roads in the morning. No orphan could hear it through the 
orphanage’s broad windows, but up and down the road go carriages and their voices — 
merchers, soldiers, and travelers all looking to make their way through the world. 


The seamstress of Keramzin does not travel. Truly, no one born in Keramzin travels — or if 
they do, they do not say that they are from Keramzin. The road is a place for reinvention; 
why bother naming Keramzin if you’re trying to get away from it? 


But we digress. The seamstress of Keramzin does not travel. Every morning she wakes, 
makes herself a cup of tea, and watches the sun rise through her small window. She waits 
until the mid-morning light loses itself among particles of dust, then turns to her work. 


She takes custom orders, as all good seamstresses must. There are a few pieces she keeps in 
stock, however, to sell to those passersby who are going to more exciting places. Come lunch 
and the better hours of the afternoon, at least one soul will have stumbled onto her front 
porch, searching for repairs or gloves or something to protect them from the dust of the road. 


The seamstress does not usually try to make her stock pieces stand out. There is no point in 
creating a signature on her work; no one is going to come to Keramzin for a piece made by a 
seamstress late in her years. Come festival season, though, she may use her nimble fingers to 
draw up phoenixes, deer, sea serpents, and all manner of creatures in the pieces she sets aside 
for travelers. Let them take a piece of Keramzin with them; let them chase the high of the 
equinox and of Morozova, the man that only history can touch. 


(Perhaps the seamstress’s fingers are quicker than anyone else’s; perhaps, after a job well 
done, she walks the streets of Keramzin glowing. There is no one here to point these things 
out to her, though, and so they go unnoticed.) 


The scarf she makes a week from the equinox, in a year that means nothing to those living in 
it, is meant for the coming festivities. Its rich blue is pocked by a black, embroidered edge. 
There are hints of gold that the seamstress is quite proud of; little suns and stars, like she’s 
taken the galaxy and wound it up in thread. 


It is a scarf meant to stand out, to draw the eye. 
It is a scarf that is meant to sell. 


She leaves it with the rest of her goods, turning her attention to the orders she has remaining. 
In moments of clamor, she attends to the lost who stumble into her shop; to those mothers 
waiting for their daughters’ skirts; to the hunters looking for hats to better face the ever- 
cooling weather. 


She does not see the young thing that slips into her shop amidst all the rest. The seamstress 
does not notice her dark eyes, her wandering hands — there is a gaggle of children outside to 


pay attention to, instead, and an orphanage’s housekeeper placing an order for new blankets. 


It is late in the evening by the time she notices the scarf missing. Even then, she dismisses it, 
leaves it to the floor or the bolts of cloth that end up strewn around the shop come the end of 
every day. 


She will not register it as properly stolen until two days later. By then, its bearer will be long 
gone, making herself small in the corners of an orphanage that the seamstress will never have 
need to visit. 


Il. The Scarf and Who Wore It 


Alina Starkov is running. 


There is wind at her back. There is a piece of charcoal behind her ear. Her hair whips into her 
face, and she can taste the soap, the sweat, the cold chill of mid-fall. 


There is a scarf wrapped around her neck. Its embroidery caresses her throat. It is not 
particularly warm, but it is the most beautiful thing she’s ever owned. She’s had it for a mere 
week, but already it’s a thing that she keeps for herself — one of only things she can. She 
wears it only when no one is looking at her; not Ana Kuya, not Mal, no one at all. 


The field of long grass she dances through consumes her, hiding her away from prying eyes. 
Alina does not come to the field to hide, though; she comes to run. Her boots do not stumble 
over rocks and rabbit holes. She does not wince as she passes through spider webs. 


There is only the wind; there is only sunlight, bleeding red and orange across the Keramzin 
sky. 


When her lungs and her legs finally give out, she doesn’t know how far away from the 
orphanage she is. She collapses on her back and stares up at the sky, taking heaving breathes 
as black spots appear in front of her eyes. 


She will carry the scarf for years until it’s no longer something she thinks about. She will 
fiddle with it in moments of quiet, pulling at the golden threads until they disappear — a 
breadcrumb trail she leaves for someone to find her, even if she doesn’t know who. As the 
world grows wearier and she with it, the scarf will be one of the few things that can drive the 
goosebumps from her skin. 


When it flies from her throat on a skiff in Kribirsk, she will consider throwing herself onto 
the dirt to chase after it. There’s too much in her heart, though; fear and determination and a 
guilt that disguises itself as love. So she will watch it disappear just as the black hits her, 
obscuring her loss from view. 


Il: The Scarf and Who Stole It 


The Fold does not apologize for being. 


The land it cuts through trembles beneath its storms. There is dry land in its midst that longs 
for rain. That land will remain barren long after the Fold itself is no more, though it will thirst 
with a wanting that will never be met. 


Above all else, though, there is wind, and thunder, and lightning, and monsters. 

And the Fold apologizes for none of them. 

Thus, the Fold does not apologize for stealing away a scarf. In truth, the Fold does not notice. 
Well. That’s not quite right. 


The Fold does not notice the way its winds congregate near an outcropping of the First Army. 
There are many outcroppings and many places where the volcra prefer to huddle, waiting for 
their next meal. The Fold does notice, though, the faint pulse of light passing too close to its 
shadows. 


So the Fold does what it does best. 


The winds that make up its heart reach out, whipping and howling without reservation. Those 
fingers tear a scarf from the neck of a sun-kissed woman. They carry it through the First 
Army camp, tangling it over and over on itself until it is little more than a blue-black feather 
floating on the breeze. 


But the Fold’s attention is quick to fade. Something breaches its side, something bright and 
golden and beautiful, and it is impossible not to pay attention. 


Pale fingers interlock with the Fold’s straying own and pluck blue-black fabric from the air. 
The Fold, otherwise occupied, does not notice. 


IV. The Scarf and Who Kept It 


It is difficult to say what drives him to this particular First Army camp. 


Well, no. It is easy to say what sends him to this First Army camp — a skiff built by his best 
Fabrikators meant to cross the beast that he brought to life. He is, after all, a general; to 
ignore this most auspicious of soon-to-fail crossings would be an insult first to his Grisha, 
then to his country. 


But what sends him to the First Army camp is not what drives him. No, that is something else 
entirely. 


General Kirigan plucks blue-black fabric from the air just as his skiff disappears into the 
shadows of the Fold. He presses it between his fingers and has to grind his back teeth to keep 
from hissing at the heat of it. 


It is not fabric warmed by a body and left behind as a favor. No. This is fabric warmed by the 
light of the sun, and yet it is cloudy in Kribirsk, not to mention nearing late fall. 


General Kirigan waits until a reasonable amount of time has passed, then turns away from his 
Fold. In what time he has before the otkazat sya assault him with their questions, he examines 
the scarf that’s somehow wormed its way around the palm of his hand. 


It was beautiful work once, no doubt. It’s blue has faded with years, but the black embroidery 
around the edges remains as steady as ever. There are sun and stars that seem to have been 
plucked by nervous fingers over a lifetime, but they remain, streaks of gold on fabric that 
otherwise looks like it could have been plucked from the Fold itself. 


He does not know why he keeps it. Why it gets tucked into a pocket instead of left there in 
the dust. It goes with him, though, when he departs the camp for the afternoon, and it stays 
with him throughout all of his necessary meetings. 


He has it with him with the skiff comes crashing back into camp. By then, though there is no 
time to draw the connection between it and the empty neck of Alina Starkov, the woman who 
can summon the sun. 


(The Darkling keeps it, anyway, and studies its threads once the Summoner departs, as 
though he might find his fortune in its careful weaving.) 


End Notes 


I'm on Twitter! Come keep up with my writing/art/rambling here. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


